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Priestley picked up the unaccustomed object, and shook
it with a professional air that nearly took Oldland's
breath away.
"Great Scott!'1 exclaimed the doctor. "That I
should live to see this I I tell you what it is, Priestley.
I'll give you a bit of advice gratis. The cocktail habit
is a most insidious one. Anyone will tell you that.
Before you know where you are, you'll be giving cocktail
parties to all the youth and beauty of your
acquaintance/'
The success of such parties would depend upon my
skill as a cocktail mixer," Dr. Priestley replied
solemnly. " You shall give me your opinion upon
that/'
He opened the mixer, and poured the contents into
two glasses, one of which he offered to his guest. Old-
land picked it up and eyed it doubtfully. The colour
of the mixture was not inviting, being of a muddy
greenish brown. And, in addition, it smelt of pepper-
mint.
It occurred to Oldland that Dr. Priestley, brilliant
scientist though he might be, would never make his
fortune behind a cocktail bar, But he raised the glass
to his lips, took a cautious sip of the mixture, and
swallowed. It cost him a tremendous effort to control
his facial muscles. " Well, all I can say is, Priestley,
that's a new one on me!" he gasped. t{ You won't
mind my suggesting it, I know. Haven't you overdone
the bitters a trifle?"
Dr. Priestley took a sip in his turn, and rolled it
round his mouth. " It is a trifle bitter, perhaps/' he
replied, in the tone of an expert sampling a new and
expensive drink. " I must confess tnat I vastly prefer
sherry. And yet, from my own observation, J know
that many people seem to derive great enjoyment from
cocktails/'